S, Fridesijoide and the Cathedral

will choose at Paddington a seat on the off side of
the carriage, facing the engine. After leaving Radley
the train runs past low-lying water-meadows, willow-
laden, yellow with buttercups, purple with clover and
the exquisite fritillary, and passing the reservoir ere it
runs into the station, which occupies the site of Osney
Abbey, it gives the observant traveller a splendid view
of the town; of Tom Tower, close at hand, and
Merton Tower; of the spires of the Cathedral
and S. Aldate's; of S. Mar/s and All Saints'; of
RadclifFe's Dome and the dainty Tower of Magdalen
further away; of Exeter Spire and S. Michael's
Tower, and of S. Martin's at Carfax. And at last,
very near at hand, the old fragment of the Castle:

" There, watching high the least alarms,
The rough, rude fortress gleams afar
Like some bold veteran, grey in arms
And marked with many a seamy scar."

Of the approaches to Oxford so much may be
said; and as to the time when it is most fit to visit
her, all times are good. But best of all are the
summer months. In the spring or early summer,
when the nightingales are singing in Magdalen walks
and the wild flowers spring in Bagley Woods, when
the meadows are carpeted with purple and gold:

"The frail, white-leaved anemony,
Dark blue-bells drenched with dews of summer eves,
And purple orchises with spotted leaves; w

in June,, in Eights' Week, wh^n the University is
bravely ploughing its way through a storm of gaiety
and athleticism into the inevitable maelstrom of ex-
aminations, when the streets are crowded with cricketers,
oarsmen, and their sisters, when the Schools and
College quads are transformed into ball-rooms and
many a boat lingers onward dreamily in the golden
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